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Yet there is another side to this picture which has led
to some confusion. A friend who had just left Germany
wrote me to say he could not agree that the German
people were miserable and gloomy. His letter, dated the
yth January, 1940, was written from Brussels. He had
spent the Christmas holidays in Berlin.
"I spent an evening in the Zigeuner-Keller in the
Kurfuerstendamm. What a night! I have hardly ever
seen such hilarity. People were drinking wine, singing,
dancing. There were only a few strapping S.S. boys in
their uniforms, but there were plenty of apparently rich
men in civvies. I must say Germany does not seem to worry
about the war. ..."
I can vouch for the honesty and sincerity of my friend.
He certainly did not exaggerate what he witnessed in
Berlin's Zigeuner-Keller. One can experience the same
thing in the night haunts in other German towns.
The Nazis themselves admit that the consumption of
alcoholic drinks has risen sharply since the outbreak of
war.
Such scenes can mislead a casual visitor however honest
he may wish to be. But night-club hilarity cannot fool a
German who has gone through similar periods of German
history himself.
It seems to me only like yesterday that we spent our
days, just after the Great War, worrying in Berlin, in
, Munich, in Vienna, not knowing what would happen to
us next. In the early twenties my family, like many
another, was faced with ruin and starvation.
But at that time the night resorts of German cities
were crowded. People who walked aimlessly with long
drawn faces through the streets by day, drank themselves
silly after nightfall. The Nazi government has every reason
to make drunkenness a criminal offence, punishable with